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“Be silent, sir! Gentlemen,” he con-
limmed, addressing Mark and the Colo-
el “you are interested In knowing
what happened to this man Hampton.
He could not rid himsel! of the bellef
ihat justice, though slow, is pretty
sure. He had faith in God. Unfortu-
mately he had less faith in himself. Am
1 wronging you, Hampton?’' he con-
tiawed, addressing Hartley.

*No, sir,” muttered the man on the
saretcher. feebly.

*He wishes me to tell the whole
sloxy. He went to Cuba and flung in
Mis lot with the rebels. He became
@isgusted with their means and meth-
ods, obtained a pardon from General
Weyler, and took up his residence in
Saniingo. The outbreak of the war
swrprised him there. He knew that
Santingo would fall, and he had been
warced that he would receive short
«hrifl at the hands of our people.

*He langed for death, but he had two
things that kept alive the desire for
Bfe. One was his child, the other the
diesire for vindlcation. which had be-
tome o Inonomania. He tried to escape
Indo> the jungle. Ile saw that It was
bopeless.

*“He was hiding in a little hut when
he bheard footsteps. An American sol-
@ier, who had strayed. from his com-
paay, was coming into the clearing. At
{hat moment a stray bullet caught him
Im the head, killing him instantly.
Hampton saw his chance. -He took off
the dead man's clothing and put it on;
he dressed the body in his own. He
Enew that by this means he could pass
through the lines in the guise of a
wouoded man, until he had a chance to.
&et rid of his uniform in the cabin of
some Cuban, who would be only too
well pleased to give him some rags in
exchange for it. And, leaving his
money and papers on the dead man, he
kpew that he left his identity behind,
for the bullet had destroyed the fea-
tures.

“There was the chlld—but Hampton
kmew that he could take her no fur-
fher. With the Americans she would
receive food—which he had not—and
shelter nnd protection. Afterward he
wenld reguin her. He lurked in the
basbhes until he saw Captain Wallace
appear, watched him, trusted him, and
went away.

! *He learned of the child's adoption,
and for years he haunted her home,
her school, all places that were her
vesidence, ever craving her, ever re-
sirained by the realization that, till his
mame was cleared, he had no right to
her.  His idea of vindication had be-
as I said, a monomania.
: “Now, gentlemen, I have little time
to spare, but I must carry this story
e the end. I said hat he had less
f2ith in himself than he had in God.
Once, for three years, Hampton lost
‘his child. She had gone to San Fran-
eisco. In his despair he went to Wash-
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®yYou Are Under Arrest.”

mgton, he sought out Hilda Morsheim,
«ho was still plying her ftrade, and
segped, as he had never begged any-
sne, that she would vindicate his
sane.” : \

There was a stillness as of utter
feath inside the little cave.

#She saw in him one of those usefyl
sples such as her organization used,
broken men with inside knowledge of
conditions. She used him, held out

broke them; in his despair

beamade himself a slave to her and—

_amd her confederate, forgetting his
magahood and what he had been. Time

e had just realized that he had noth-
fo hope for from them when Cap-
talm Wallace appeared on the scene.”

“Yes. he was a rotten dog, sir,” said
w-. with the -.chomr a smile.
“Ss Is on such evidence
B ol ‘ e
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“No, sir, it is not!” thundered the
General. “It is on the evidence of the
woman Hilda Morsheim, allas Kenson,
'secured by Hampton under circum-
stances which—"

Kellerman uttered a low cry; he was
trembling now, and all his bravado
seemed to have oozed away.

“This woman, strangely enough,
loved her confederate,” went on the
General remorselessly, fixing his eyes
full on Kellerman's now, while Keller-
man blinked like a bat {n daylight, and
turned his head weakly from side to
side, as if under the Intolerable glare
of a searchlight, “Ier claims on him
were strong enough, God knows! Bhe
wanted him te marry her, to take her
away from the old scenes that they
might have a chance to redeem thelr
wretched lives together. ITe had prom-
ised her that so many times—and the
worst of women is as wax in the hands
of the man she loves,

“But he had become infatuated with
another, with a girl as much above him
as_l!

With a cry that seemed hardly hu-
man Colonel Howard sprang toward
Kellerman, his fingers twitching as if
he sought to fusten them about his
threat. Mark caught him and held him,
while the old man swayed to and fro,
his outstretched arm extended toward
Kellerman as if in imprecation.

Eleanor, at Hartley's side, did not
even look toward them.

“This woman, Morsheim—Kenson—
whatever you call her, came to France,
upon receipt of a message which had
cut her to the heart, shown her the
hopelessness of her dreams, and taught
her that the one man in whom she had
believed was worthless clay. To do
her justice, let us suppose that, even
in her worst acts, she had been sus-
tained by a sense of duty to her coun-
try.

“She met her confederate in an inn
at a village not far distant. Frantle
at her appearance, he induced her to
let him drive her back through the
lines, and on the way renewed his lylng
promises. This time she doubted him.

“Two men had overheard thelr ¢on-
versation. Ome was Captain \Wallace,
whom the pair had broken as they
broke poor Hampton. Ilim the trnitor
had seen, and he devised a scheme to
send him to the trenches and contrive
to have him sent on a faise and fatal
errand. With that point I shall not
now deal. The other man was Hawp-
ton, who had enlisted under an =allas,
in the bellef that he would obtaln &
clue that would unmask the traitor., He
contrived to go back through the lines,
found the woman, and somehow-—per-
haps by God's wonderful mercy—aob-
tained her signed confession—which 1
have here, in full!”

He wheeled upon KeMerman., “Ma-
Jor Kellerman,” he sald In a deep volce
that vibrated almost with pity, so
charged with significance that Iits
meaning could not escape elther How-
ard or Mark, “you are under arrest.
You will go toward yoyr quarters, first
removing your belt and arins.”

Kellerman saluted weakly and stum-
bled out of the cave. The General
looked at Mark.

“The soldier Weston recelves a free
and full pardon for his wvalor in the
field this day,” he'sald. *“He Is slso
discharged honorably from the service
of the United States government.”

Mark looked at the general In as-
tonishment; this was the last thing
that he desired.

The General approached and clapped
him on the shoulder. “Captain Wal-
lace,” he said, “your written resigna-
tion from the United States army can-
not be accepted, owing to the state of
war. After the war it will receive eon-
sideration. In the meantime you will
resume your duties on the headquar-
ters staff.”

Tears rushed to Mark's eyes. He
tried to speak, he was conscious that
the General and Howard were shaking
him by the hand; and then a quick
glance from Eleanor drew him to where
she kneeled by Hartley.

A single look showed him that the
man was dying.

Mark kneeled on one side of him,
with Eleanor facing him over the
stretcher. The bearers, who had fallen
back, stood still as images behind. And
behind them Mark had the dim con-
sclousness in the background of his
mind of Kellerman, broken as he had
broken so many, and fumbling, always
fumbling, now with his tunic, now
with the belt that he was trying to
detach with shaking fingers,

“Hartley "} whispered Mark, hold-
ing the dying man’s hand in his. “That
was you today—I missed you, but I
believed in you. You saved me.”

There was a fluttering pressure of
Mark’s hand in turn. Hampton was
spiaking; he was asking for the Colo-
ne

“I am here, Hampton,” said Colonel
Howard in a choked voice, .as he
leaned over him.

“You believe in me now, sir?” mut-

m, .md the dying man, rolling his head

futieasily in the effort to see.

“May God forgive me, Hampton!
May she—your wife—forgive me. Tell
her that, and tell Rer her words
true. I betrayed my best friend, u

I've suffered for it, and I shall suffe
| to the Iast day of my lfe™ -
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“She forgives you, Howard,” sald
Hampton, speaking now with such sol-
emnity that his words seemed to his
listeners to be inspired, “There's—only
—~one thing—I want, Howard, old
man.” it

“Yes, my dear boy—yes, Hampton.”

“Pnt my name-—back on the mess
Iist.,” whispered Hampton,

Through his teaurs Mark was con-
scious that the Interminable fumbling
outside the cuve had ceased. As
Hampton fell back there came the sud-
doo crack of & revolvef shot.

The vJdeneral’s form blocked the en-
trance uy they raised thelr heads, Mark
placed hiz hands across Eleanor’s eyes
end drew ler away,

CHAPTER XViIl,

Perhaps It was because they had
scen 8o many horrors dnring the past
four-and-twenty hours that these
seemed all to have fallen awey that
night at staff headquarters. ‘There
wus a brief ,hour of rost after inter-
minable labors, the lines had been held
and the great: assanlt repelled in con-
fusion ; for that hour every man seemed
bent upon forgetting the Incidents of
war, and scmething !llke galety ruled
In the messrool,

All the pust seemed very far naway to
Cuptain Mark Wallnée us he stood
with Eleanor in the little cottage gar-
den.

“When the auto comes to tuke you
back to the hospitnl 1 shall feel that
my new life ias lost the best part of
Its promise,” said Mark.

It was a long and exstraordinarily
imagiraive speech for blm, und he
stood shamefaced after Le hind sald It,
like & box whe bas deiivered a grown
man's aphoerism,

“Captain 3Murk,” sald Eleanor, “you
knew who I nas and you could not—
you could not huve belleved my father
Innocent, and yet you had faith in me,
You must have suféerod when 1 used to
talk about my dreams of him, and you
hid your suffering ané vour know!edge
because of me."”

“That was noth!ng, Eleanor.”

ing toward him,
day.”
“That was nothing, Eleanor.”
“Captaln Mark! What do you mmean?
How dare you!™

Mark looked utterly dlsconcerted. “I
meain—I menn, Eleanor, I'm just your
old guardian—a sort of old friend, you
know, and youa were gind I had comwe
back safe.”

“O, Captain Mark!™ sald Eleanor,
shaking with helpless laoghter which
disconcerted him still more; and yet
he thought her lashes were wet with
tears, *“Captaln Mark, are you really
golng to make me say 1t?”

“Say what, my dear?”

“That it ought to have been you.”

“But you mustn't let that worry you,
Eleanor. It's often done in such cases
—I just thought you were too old to
kiss. You know, I wanted to—"

“O thank you, thank vou."” sald Elea-
nor wearily. “Captaln Mark, you denr,
absurd guardian of mine, I see you
aren't going to spare me. So lsten. I
love you, and have loved you only, and
nobody but you, all through my iife,
from the time I got your first lettess to
the time you came to see me at the
Misses Harpers' school, and from then
to now.”

Mark looked at ker in Incredulous
Joy; he was no longer capable of fecl-
Ing astonishment, but it al! seemed like
a happy dream, unreliahle but, while it
lasted, dear beyond all tmagining.

“The Colonel knew !t. And—others.
Everybody did but yop. And do you
know why I have told you what I've
often plnched myself to keep from tell-
ing you? Because you loved me with-
out exactly knowing it—"

“But 1 did know it, my dear.”

“Without exactly knowing it, and
when you admitted a little bit of it to
yourself you were prompted to commit
those foolish acts, to be 8o rude to me
and hurt me so much. But a woman is
never deceived. She always knows. I
knew.” |

“My dear,” sald Mark solemnly, “you
have been everything in the world to
me since that very first day outside
Santlago.” ‘

“Of course I have. As you have been
to me. And that is why I told you, so
that we two should not be unhappy all
our lives. You see, dear Captajn Mark,
it isn"t as if you didn’t care for me. If
I had cared and you hadn't, T should
have hidden my feclings and never let
you dream of them, and you never
would have. 8o it's really you who
have told me all this, and I've just
been interpreting your thoughts, be-
cause all I did just now was to tell
you what you wanted to tell' me with-
out knowing that you wanted to tell
me what you did want all the tlne.
Isn’t that so, Captain Mark?”

“Yes,” answered Mark, feeling com-
pletely at sea, but incapable of contra-
dicting anything that Eleanor chose to
say. .

“Isn’t that so, Mark, dear?” J

“Of course it is,” 8ald Mark, ' -

“So you have actually told me that
you care for me, and you want me to
give you my answer. Is that what you

“I—I kisred you to-

wint me ' to understand, -
| Mark?” . e ‘ c.’w‘

“Captaln Mark,"” she whispered, bend- |

swered¢ Mark,

“Well,iI'm not sure,” she suid, in a
meditgtive manner,

me so. often.”

her. .

“An¢] you've broken fnur solemn
promigs, and you can’t Imagine what a
shock that gnve me, hecause I idealized
you fiy a chlldish way, and I never
dream¢d that you were capable of not
keepltﬁgyour word, Captain Mark.”

I‘]'.
dermert. “Eleanor, surely I never
promig*d anything that I didn't do.”

“Do jou remember that evening in
Waeashiigton, the evening when you

well together at all, at Arst?”

girl thgt I had adopted Eleanor.”
“And suddenly you became my dear
Uncle jlark aguin! Well, do you re-
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and Have Loved You
Only.”

member) promlsing me that you would
pever giye me up any more, no matter
who ml(:ht seem to have a better claim
on me?. Do you remember that, Cap-
taln Mai'k-—Mark?"

“ Lov‘? You

llpoak!n{j of guardlan¥.”

“L Captain Mark? Guardians?’ she
asked. ‘I was speaking of—-"

“Of C?lone! Howard and me."”

“Of spu, dear. Just of you,” an-
swered Mileanqr. “So won't you please,
please jjot make me humbhle myself
agaln, ai3d take me into your armas and
—and-—iias mel?”

(THE END.) .

SURELY SOME CRAP SHOOTER

Dusky {ftevedore in France Was Rap-
idly 3ettlnq Rich at Expense of
»

His Comrades.

They nsed to shoot some craps In
stevedor? company No. , but they
don't ajiy more. This as a conse-
quence Hf a stern company order is-
sued- affsr a prolonged argument with
the dlm;_ which followed the first paye
day on ihis side.

There was a game at every oppor-
tunity for about a week, and then
came a “Zull. Simultaneously with the
lull the ‘men began to turn up shy of
apparel _and equipment. Investigation
disclosey! that one dusky private with
a palr pgf dice that behaved particu-
larly w2l had made a sensational
clean-un?

He hpd gathered most of the
francs {n the company in the first
three diys and then started on per-
sonal effects. At the conclusion of
the ser}es he had nearly enough
francs t» finance a war of his own
and mare clothes than the supply
sergeant, not to speak of 36 identifi-
cation ags, seven boxes of C.C.
pills, a ‘bottle of castor oil, 11 tow-
els, most of the soap in the com-
pany ani4 a packing case full of other
articles. ! At the suggestion of the
captain ie returned all of the belong-
ings anij most of the francs.

“Ah liarned dat game In de old
Tenth egvalry,” he exclaimed, “and Ah
just warted to show dese new soldlers
dat deydidn’t know nuffin’ about it
—Stars '‘and Stripes.

v g
Self-Sacrifice. b

“Has 'f}he war made any change in
Spongel¢igh?” i

“I shojld say sol” g'.

“In wkat respect?”

“Sponyieleigh says that in view of
the fact'that his friends are buying
Liberty |jonds and contributing to war

triotic djty mot to borrow more than
$5 ot wt e from any. of them.”—

vieanor?” asked Mark in bewil-l
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"Yeif, my dear, of course It is,” an-
Elegpor looked down thoughtfully.

“You know, you
have Lipen terribly, abominabiy rude to

Mar|; haé a grest horror of losing

fame t9 see us, and we dldn't get on

; ’ |
“Angd suddenly you became the little

|

“Of ciiarse ! do, dear, but you were

phHanthjopies, he considers it his pa-

-| ful interpretation of the English walk-
“ing hat, Iu_bﬂn.nwtncup;tuqh

above will help the cause of suits im-

‘semidress and one for going-about, the
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If it is to be a confest between the
one-piece trotteur and the two-plece
suit for springtime street wear, such
handsome outfits as that pictured

mensely. Suits have turned in the di-
rection of unusual lines. What with
Chinese coats that have proved so ef-
fectlve in the popular short fur coats
for midwinter, and the straight up-
and-down models that have just ap-
peered in the handsomest materials,
and sleeves that flare at the wrist or
go to the opposite extreme and are
skin tight, suits have not by any means
played all their trump cards. Skirts
are narrow and plain, distinguished
by many variatior s as to management
of waistline and pockets. They are no
longer than for some time, but, as to
coats, one cannot generalize—there is
too great a variety in them.ltoo much
Individuality of design.

The chic suit in the picture is an
example of an Individual style, which
manages an almost straight-line sil-
houette in spite of some fullness in its
skirt. The broad, shaped girdle is
placed somewhat below the waistline,
fastening to the left with a buckle,
and there is an odd group of tuckS‘
stitched in oblongs with parallel sides,
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which the tailor must have put in just
to show how expert his work can le
or to make up for pockets which he
has had the hardihood to omit.
omission is indeed unusual. Velvet in
bands replaces fur as a trimming, fin
ishing the pointed bottom of the coat
and placed at the top of the small
close-fitting cuff. It overlays the col
lar at the back and part way down the
sides. )

It is early in the season to consider
suits for spring, but spring arrives in
January or February in our southern
states; we shall have time to study
suits and the trotteur long before the
approach of Easter, wlen we are ex-
pected to be suited or otherwise oaut-
titted in the North.

It's Quality Now.

As simplicity is the keynote of fash-
fon just now, it has developed natur-
ally, if somewhat quickly, that wom-
en are paying very much more atten-
tion ‘to the quality of merchandise.
The finer cloths in all ready-to-wear
apparel are appreciated most. Per-
haps they. buy fewer garments, but
there is no doubting that the better
ones are selling first.

Such an exodus south is premised,
and is, in fact, under way, that the
business of furnishing apparel for
southern tourists is a more important
factor in merchandising than ever be-
fore. Nearly all these birds of passage
among us mortals are people in easy
circumstances, to say the least, and
many of them are in a position to com-
mand the best in apparel, as in every-
thing else that money can buy. It is
an educated, discriminating and ex-
acting taste in clothes that designers
must satisfy when they undertake to
suit the fashionables that congregate
under sunny skies in-midwinter. They
are there to see and to be seen, and it
Is not likely that there is any greater
fashion parade anywhere than in our
own famed American winter resorts.

In millinery there are hats that have
their try-outs in the South and become
established as styles for spring; they
are, therefore, interesting to every
woman, A group of three of them ap-
pears above, one for dress, one for

last having a light wrap .made to
mateh it. :
The semidress hat at the top ef the

group is a favorite shape of times|

gone by, which reappears in this gracs-
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side, reveals a facing of brilliant sip-
per-straw, bound at the edge with a
narrow fold of satin. The crown |Is en-
tirely covered with satin, draped over
it and tied at the back in the most
casual way imaginable. At the front
A basket of flowers is embroidered on
the satin. This simple-seeming hat is,
in reality, a difficult affair to make,
for each separate little straw has to
be placed in position with perfect ac-
curacy. A hat of this kind might be
made in any of the fashionable suiting
colors with facing in black.

At the left a satin-covered hat in black
has a crown beruffled with hair-brald
lace and a border of it falling from the
brim edge. A bouquet of spring flow-
ers is posed against the side crown. It
is a picturesque and summery crea-
tion—a forerunner of wide brimmed
models that may be expected to arrive
in force next summer.

The sailor shape with soft crown,
shown at the right, has no adornment
but a big tassel. It is developed in
beige color, with braid brim and satic
crown. The wide scarf has a long
turned-back velvet collar and is gath-
ered at the back, from which long,
heavy silk tassels are suspended.
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